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than those of Indian nationalism. But first things had
to come first and as a result the cause of India took
precedence over other causes.
Jawahar had a sense of humor which was quick and
subtle. The years of struggle, however, had burned the
smile off his face. Jawahar was often sad and serious.
He seemed to want to get somewhere in a great hurry,
though no one, perhaps not even he, knew where
exactly he wanted to go. Freedom was not the limit of
his ambitions.
He had spent more time in prison than out of it. His
character was moulded within its bleak and solitary
walls. He once said his was a family of convictions. With
all that, he was a dreamer. He should never have been
in the Congress, for its orthodox element cramped his
style. But, born an Indian in the hour of his country's
greatest struggle, and sensitive to the humiliation of
being unfree, there seemed no other role for him.
His mood was reflected in Blake's "Jerusalem,"
slightly altered.
Bring me my bow of burning gold!
Bring me my arrows of desire!
Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold!
Bring me my chariot of fire!
I will not cease from mental fight
Nor shall my sword sleep in my hand,
Till we have lit again the light
That shone in this benighted land.
In sharp contrast to Nehru was Rajagopalachari,
then prime minister of Madras. Because his name was
a jaw-breaking monicker, he was usually referred to by
his initials, C R.
Rajagopalachari was a serious and austere man. His
physique accentuated his austerity. He had a large head